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of men
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KNOW...IT’S

MILD

that in a coast-to-coast test

women

who

smoked

Camels—

and only Camels—for 30 consecutive days, noted throat
specialists, making

weekly

examinations,

NOT ONE SINGLE CASE OF
IRRITATION due to smoking

reported

THROAT
CAMELS!
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Dear Joe,

Thirty
statue,

years
One

agu

an

enormous

in

size

national shrine. Two summers later
the Lincoln Memorial was finished

and Abe’s statue stood encased by
it. Since then we have seen it many

times, perhaps there at the heart
of the capital itself or in photos;
yet in any instance we feel moved
to admiration for him who came
from
the rugged
frontiers and
stepped into Washington to be our
president.
_ Yes, this statue speaks, it speaks
in contrast to another statue, The

Minute Man, by the same sculptor.
French

quite fitting that Daniel

had

been

called

upon

to

render in art a representation and
the expression of the sentiments of
Lincoln after his much earlier work
of The

Minute

Man.

In

the

but of all that then constituted, or
would in time be our United States.

but

beautiful in proportions, was completed of Abe Lincoln. This massive
statue, carved from Georgia marble,
was eventually to be placed in a

It seems

Letter to Joe

impressive

one,

The Minute Man, the sculptor captured that of which Lincoln actually
spoke, especially when he delivered
his famed Gettysburg Address. It
was Dan French’s task to reportray
it in the statue which was to become
a part of that National Memorial

dedicated to our sixteenth president.
Looking over the past, can we
forget those men who strove to
make our nation strong; who labored

of our founding-fathers, held firm so
that the original ideals were retained and strengthened by the attacks. Righteous
activity offsets
stagnation.
Today

as

then,

forces,

whether

dom.

tion; it is another period of trial. If

forget Him. Regarding and remem-

we are brave enough to accept the

bering the Holy Year’s petitions of

challenge then we too are worthy
of the praise with which Lincoln
lauded the dead soldiers at Gettysburg for their fight for freedom.

However, in bringing forth these
deserving words of praise Lincoln
found it impossible to dedicate
something—a_battlefield—to those,
the soldiers of Gettysburg, who “hallowed it themselves.” President Lincoln felt that the words spoken that
day would be forgotten but not the
deeds of those brave men. In contrast, therefore, he suggested that
the living present dedicate themselves to that for which those soldiers had fought and died. For what;
for

freedom?

Yes,

let

us hope

so,

whose characteristics are numerous
because of the varied nationalities
it represents, but which have blended into one because of a unifying
principle? Nor can we forget those

same
liberty

_as

men

who

fought

to a nation

all people,

have

to bring

of people

been

who,

created

equal, equal because they are all
children of the same Father and
potentially all brothers of and in

Christ. Storms have arisen to test
the pillars of our national edifice,
but such men as Lincoln, who being
staunch adherents to the principles

Page 2

under

God.

are being

To-

made

to

our Sovereign Pontiff, Pius XII, we

must

endeavor

to seek by prayer

and good works the blessings of our
Lord that He may grant even in our
own days peace—peace to individuals, peace to society, peace to nations—our own and abroad. In commemorating
great
events,
great
personages we should include prayers of thanksgiving, especially when
so rich and abundant blessings, as
our country has enjoyed, have accompanied them. They were instruments in the hands of the Almighty,
regardless of how indirect it may

seem.
Thundering forth from a reverent

From the scenic memorial along
the Potomac many have obtained a

deeds and works, his thoughts and

coln, who sought to save the Union,
not only a section of the union

country

reborn

attempts

but not for a freedom void of the
idea that it should be a means for
us to attain our eternal destiny in
heaven.

mony

country—a

Yes,

day

silence,

deeper respect for him, Abe

our

Our nation was reborn unto free-

they be from the interior or the
exterior, are battling at our founda-

untiringly to bring unity and harto

Recognizing the devotion those
men engendered and for which they
fought, Lincoln urged the citizens
of the U. S. A. to take inspiration
from those soldiers, living or dead,
to battle forward lest they should
have died in vain.

Lin-

the

statue

of

Dan

French

speaks to us not as the work and
interpretation of the sculptor but in

the voice, if we may call it so, of
the memory of Abe Lincoln. His
touches, his very existence have left
an

impression

idolize Lincoln

on

us.

Merely

to

is perhaps foolish,

for there have been many men who,
since the birth of our nation unto
democracy, continued in an unbroken line to hand down to us
the heritage of our founding-fathers;
yet, Abraham Lincoln deserves a
singular niche for having balanced
the trials during one of the crises
America has undergone since its establishment.

What are we doing now to further
this

spirit?

We

have

seen

Lincoln

in the struggle; will the future likewise?

—Henry

SETTER.
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MAN’‘S RESPONSE TO THE

BEAUTY

1950

OF THE WORLD

By Paul Williams
@We

have

all reflected,

at

one

time or another, on the beauty of
nature which we see around us. But
have we ever thought of the universe as a symphony orchestra pro-

ducing

strains

which

God? If we but open
and the other senses,
to penetrate beyond
face of this universe

flow

our
we
the
and

from

eyes, ears,
will begin
mere surrise to the

Creator of all.
God put this world around us
for some definite purpose. Next to
His own external glory, if this world
were not for the enjoyment of man,

for what would it be? Without man
to enjoy it, this world would be
like an orchestra without any audi-

ence.

In keeping

with

God’s

de-

lator of this response would be love;
love of God. If a person truly loves
God, he will love the world about
such

to Himself. Thus man’s natural
love is essentially open, disin-

thing as absolute hate for the ma-

terested, generous. It does not

terial world. Some saints may have
made statements that they despised
the world; that is only in the light
of love wherein they see the nothingness of the beauty of this world

shut him up within himself,
it opens him in the infinite, and

him.

For

a saint, there

is no

p. 200.)

noted for their penances and abnegation, loved this world, and responded adequately to its value.
Above

all, Our Lord

nature;

He

spoke

Himself loved

of the lilies of

the fields, of mountains and of har-

was created by the All Beautiful
who can create only beautiful things.

Source

of

all

values,

de-

reflection of God.
No

one, with

any

sense,

denies

the fact that this world, this universe, is a value. Being a value, it

demands

an adequate

response

ac-

This

Could
world

we

despise

is beautiful,

nature?

because

it

Love of God tends to regulate
all things and set them in their

proper order. We love God in an
absolute way, and in loving Him
we love those things which, according to His will, He created. This is
the object: to love all things in
Christ, according to the will of
God. Since love tends to unite the
wills of the lovers, the more we love
God, the more we love man and

nature in God.

As Mouroux

. . . To love God

says:

above all

cording to its hierarchy in the scale

things is therefore to hierarchise

of values. It is difficult to judge
just what this adequate response is,
but it seems as though the regu-

all ends, to set them all, what-

February, 1950

out of him-

self, but only that he may find

St. Teresa for example, who were

One recent author beautifully says,
“Every value demands an adequate
response.” Thus God, the Value,
the

tion; it takes him

himself again in his Source and
his End . . . (Meaning of Man,

vests.

mands the absolute response. That
is not to say that all subordinate
values are to be despised. Indeed, in
giving ourselves absolutely to the
Supreme Value, we become more
responsive to the subordinate values,
because we realize that these are a

attaches him thereto by way of
a necessary, incoercible inclina-

as compared to the Supreme Beauty
of the next. Some of the greatest
mystics, St. John of the Cross and

sign, it is our duty to respond adequately to this universe about us.

and

tules them all by bringing them
all into unity and calling them

ever they be, on the way to a
sole end, God Himself, who

The adequate response, then, is
based on Love of God precisely because love regulates all things. Although material things have dangers,
because of original sin, man gov-

erned by the true sense of values
will know that this response is to
be regulated by love of God. In this
light we can see what St. Augustine
meant

when

he

said,

“Love

God

and do what you will.” It is not the
depth of love for creatures that is
sinful, it is the kind of love. The
kind

which

will never

to sin,

lead

and which is sanctifying,
of all things in Christ.

is love

In viewing nature not only can
we respond to the beauty of God’s
creation, but we should, because of

His great glory, “propter magnam
gloriam suam.” The Church is still
the defender of true beauty because
all beauty is a reflection of God

and gives glory to God. Thus the
Church sings of nature in the psalm
“Benedicite,”’

and

(Continued

on

again
page

in

the

12)

Page
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JOE

MEETS

THE

SCOURGE

“Don’t you wish I were?” retorts
Attila. “Since I thought that you
>

would

The Hun

Illustration by Virginia MacMillan

@ It is midnight. The last pealing
notes

of

the

great

Kremlin

bells

echo through the deserted passageways, spacious halls and Medieval
dungeons of the ancient palace of
the czars. But there is no longer an
imperial prince to hear their melancholy throb; in his place sits a fierce,

mustached Georgian . . . Joseph Vissarnovitch, commonly known to the
world as Josef Stalin. He sits behind
a long walnut desk, in a great ornate

room. He is relaxed and smoking
his ever-present pipe. Its thick odor
permeates the room. This drowsy
atmosphere is quickly rent when
the towering French doors at the
other end of the room burst open,
as if a great wind had unleashed
its fury against them. In his momentary shock Stalin’s pipe has dropped
from

his mouth,

and as he tries to

pick it up and at the same time
brush the fiery ashes from off his

white tunic, the room is shaken by
a loud barbaric laugh. In the light
of the single desk lamp the weird
figure of a man can be seen silhouetted against the open doorway.
As he moves closer, Stalin cries out

in a loud

voice. “Guard!

Guard—

clothes that you are a Mongolian.
Tell me, in the name of God, who

proof,

I

are you, and

what

yellow-skinned,

to Stalin’s eyes, and he drops to
his knees crying, “Take that cursed
symbol from this place.”
“Be calm, Joe, it is gone now, it

do you

want

black,

wiry-

“Only I knew of that object; how
Gd you, . t-

haired Mongol is racked with laughter, and spits out: “Is that any way

for an atheist to talk? Why didn’t
you say ...in the name of Lenin,
who are you? But your question is a
fair one and it deserves a fair answer.
I was known to many as the scourge
but

I am

better known

as

Attila the Hun. Ever hear of me,
Joe old boy?” boasts the leering
Hun.
White-faced

and

stuttering

the

Red boss answers, “You liar, you’re
another trick of the decadent west-

ern capitalists.”

holds an object before

has served the purpose,” responds
Attila.

with me?”

of God,

some

Stalin’s face. A look of horror comes

“Who are you?” demands the
Generalissimo. “I can see by your

The

demand

brought this!”

By Vincent Cashman

“Never

mind

that now;

as I

say,

it has served its purpose.”
“Have you come for me, you un-

holy specter?” asks Stalin. “Oh no,
another more powerful than I has
that

honor,”

was

Attila’s

humble

reply. “No, my reason for coming
here is purely personal. For many
years now I have been tormented
by those who say you are greater
than I. So I came here to prove to
them that I am the greatest destroyer of civilization that the world
has ever known. The only way I
can prove that it is so, is to bring
back with me the order of the Red
Star.” “That you shall never have,”

thunders

Stalin. “What

have you

ever done, that I have not?”

“They say of me,” replies Attila,
“that not a blade of grass would

where are you?”

grow where my hordes passed over.”

“Shout not,” the ghostly figure
answers. “They cannot hear a word
you say. I have seen to that. Our
voices cannot be heard beyond this
room.”

have killed more people than the
population of the whole world in
your time.”

“Well, they'll hear this,” shouts

“Hah!”

laughs

Stalin,

people

“Hold on there, Joe, old boy, |!
didn’t come here to harm you...

souls to the devil for
rest,” boasts Stalin.

just a friendly talk, that’s all,” anwalls; so don’t think that a host of

bodyguards will come running to answer those shots.”
Page 4

tanks

“Maybe so, Joe,” interrupts Attila, “but my tortures alone far outclass anything you have ever done.”

the man of steel, as he empties a revolver at the approaching figure.
“Fall, damn it! Die, you dog! Don’t
you know you're shot?’ bellows
Stalin.

swets the intruder. “And as I said,
nothing is heard past these four

“my

“I see that you have never been
to

Siberia,

my

friend.

There

there that would

are

sell their
one

night’s

“Maybe so, but my men thought
nothing of tying a man to two wild

horses, and watching as they pulled
him apart.”
(Continued

on

page

13)
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CANDLEFLAME!
By Pauline

Weimert

Illustration by Sue
® His name was Michael
had a little red nose like a
Anne hadn’t thought it
that she would ever have
brother, but there he was

and he
button.
possible
a baby
that hot

summer day half a century ago, all

pink and sleepy. The covers moved
ever so slightly as his breath went
in

and

out,

and

once

in

a while

mained tearless until the servers be-

gan putting out the candles that
stood about the wee box heaped

Pohlmeyer
the day her mother had discovered
that Michael

had a fever and

that,

as the afternoon lengthened, he became more hot and moist and very,
very sick. When Anne finally did
reach home, the doctor had already
come and gone and her mother was
holding Michael close and letting
her tears drop on his small white

little bubbles formed and broke on
his lips.

chest.

From that day on, Anne never
tired of watching him in the cradle
or holding him in her arms. His

not go to school, but sat beside
Michael’s crib, dry-eyed and sleepless. At night when at last she

robes were startling bits of white
against her drab dresses, but his

honey-colored hair and long-lashed
blue eyes were just like his sister’s.

And though she was thirteen and
should have been out playing with
other little girls, she preferred staying in and laughing with Mikie.
He never failed to stop crying
when she lifted him and always
seemed happiest when she cooed in
his tiny ear. He was a_ beautiful
baby, everyone agreed, and that
fact was borne out still more when
he took first prize at the County

In the ensuing days Anne would

would be persuaded to go to bed,
she could not shut out the sound
of his troubled breathing and yet if

for a moment she thought it had
stopped, a horrible fear would possess

her,

reached

stairs

until

the

her from

where

sound

again

the foot of the

Mikie’s

cradle

had

been placed.

After the fair, Anne’s favorite
theme was to say that Michael
hadn’t grown one bit conceited
over winning the prize, but was just
as sweet as ever before.
And

then,

one

afternoon

school, Anne’s friends
her to stay out in the
shine and she put off
to see Michael. Of
couldn’t possibly know
February, 1950

after

persuaded
spring sungoing home
course, she
that during

During the next nights Anne
fancied she could hear Michael’s
breathing at the foot of the stairs
—her sleep was haunted by it—and
it was all she could do to keep
from springing out of bed and rushing down to sooth him. But she

knew

he was

not

there—nothing

was there, not his crib, not his
blankets—things hurt too much to
have them about to bring memories.

Only one thing did she keep: the
little shoes he had worn when he
was proclaimed “Best Baby.”
It was last week I found those

shoes. I couldn’t imagine whose
they could have been. Certainly, not

mine

nor my

older sister’s. They

looked more aged than that and just
a little dejected there in the drawer.
And why save one particular pair of
shoes?
That’s when Mother told me
about Uncle Michael. How queer
to call a little fellow who wore
such knobby little shoes, “uncle”
. . | wonder what he would be
like now? As kind and gentle as
Mother
no doubt. Large and

Fair’s Best Baby Show. His mother

hadn’t thought it quite decent to
put him on display, but Anne refused to rest until consent was
given and Michael was arrayed in
ribbons and lace to fare forth and
claim his baby throne.

with flowers after the Angel Mass.
The jumping flames so quickly
darkened were so like Michael's
bright life so swiftly ended, that the
little thirteen-year-old reached the
breaking point and the pent-up sorTOW was teleased.

brusque like mother’s brother John?

I don’t think so .. . I wonder... .
Mother

And one day, while she was
watching his flushed face with pathetic eagerness, his deep-sea eyes
that had once been so merry, flew
open and seemed almost to focus
on Anne’s face for just a moment,
and then the long lashes swept
down and Michael went to play
with the other little angels that

make up heaven.
Anne could not cry. It seemed to
go deeper

than

that. And

she re-

wonders too. I know, be-

cause after we had been talking, I
started away and then turned back
in time to see her replacing them
in the drawer and then stand looking at them, thoughtfully, and as
though in another world.
But just then a toy dog came
flying out of the crib in the corner
and an anguished wail made Uncle
Michael and flickering candles and
old baby shoes all dissolve into one

fat baby boy named Joe who was
very much alive and very hungry.

Page 5

@When
doubts

I reflect upon

arise in my

it some

mind

whether

Shanghai

Shanghai really existed. But I can
still see Shanghai hobbling along
between the railroad tracks, his peg
leg still unconsciously probing solid
footing.
Since coming to the city the eating habit has been continually in
restaurants, good and bad, and cafeterias, tasteless and noisesome. A

custom

on Tuesday

evenings

is to

dine among some friends from the
small home town.

there were maybe fifteen or twenty
persons around him, shaking his
hand and asking questions.

By Paul Beshara
a powder and nobody has heard
from him since. Not even some of

his relatives who are still living up
age
Stopping a moment

to order a

second cup of coffee, I thought of

what was to come and its rather
tidiculous, dramatic touch.

One time when the conversation
lagged, I ventured a query.
“Have

“By the time Smith and the potbellied adherents got to Shanghai,

either of you

ever heard

“Please continue,” coaxed a companion.
“Yeah,

where

is this coincidence

of a character named Shanghai who
used to live up by No. 17 mine?”

part?” enjoined the other.

My
companions’
negatively.

so help me, it wasn’t more’n a week

heads

shook

“Well, it was a strange coincidence about Shanghai,” I began.
“When I was a kid, probably about
in the sixth grade, I used to stop in

Overturf’s grocery on my way home
from school. There would always be
two or three guys sitting around the
pot-bellied stove swapping stories.

“One day ‘Whittling’ Smith began talking about this guy Shanghai.
Shanghai had lived up the hollow
in the mining area called No. 17.
He was the biggest and brawniest
man in Soodin County. Fighting,
saloon style, was his chief occupation. And irregardless of the fact
that he had a peg leg, two men
were no match for him.
“During

Shanghai

the

first

started

World

“Now

after

this is hard to believe, but

hearing

Shanghai when

Smith

talk

about

I saw him.

ber, looked out the window. Sudden-like he jumped from his apple“Man alive!” he exclaimed to the
closing door, “It’s Shanghai!”
“Everyone rushed to the window.
A Herculean,

red-bearded,

one-

legged giant hobbled along between
the railroad rails. The crowd in
Overturf’s filtered through the door
leaving the pot-bellied stove the
only vestige of the recent talking

group.

around

Saloon

when it had two pianos. So, natural-

like, Shanghai was the victor. He
smote
crushed

his victim
his

chest

to

the

with

his

floor

and

peg

leg.

Page 6

ragged

blue

denim

shirt

whose

sleeves were rolled above his huge

biceps. The trousers were dark grey
and white-striped, giving the illusion of added height. His stance
was an easy, leaning one. With his

tight hand on his hip and the pegleg cocked in the crevice between
the railroad tie-down spike and rail,

script h.
“Shanghai didn’t say much. He
had been in California and now he
was going home to see his kin folk.
“That was the last I saw of Shanghai for on the following day he
left the locality.
“Nope, I never heard of him before,”
remarked
my
when I had finished.

companion

“Nor I either,” retorted the other,

“and I know of every home-grown
character what

has shinnied a tree,

“Smith, what
Shanghai?”

“Shanghai!

Without packing a bag or leaving
a forwarding address, Shanghai took

of a few

a piano

or

Their skepticism of Shanghai's
existence was the harbinger to my
doubt about the recollection. On a
recent visit to Soodin County I encountered Smith, and I availed myself of the opportunity to settle
conclusively whether such a person
as Shanghai really existed.

the two came to a showdown.

Mick’s

crosspatch

stranded hairs cropped and crowned
a chestnut-hued pate. He wore a

rolled a hoop, lifted
stood on one leg.”

got wind of his wife’s philandering
with the one-legged giant. Naturally,
in

A haphazard

his
his
ocrays.

crate and made a rabbit exit.

with a woman whose husband was
in the armed service. When
the
two-timed service man came back he

“It happened

chief wrapped around his neck and
wipe the beads of sweat from
forehead. Deep lines matted
countenance when he squinted
casionally from the sun’s direct

the sun cast a shadow of an oblique,

“The customary group was in
Overturf’s grocery sitting around the
pot-bellied stove. Charlie, the bar-

War,

playing

“It was a mild day. Nevertheless,
Shanghai would loosen the handker-

Illustration

by

Dan

Zamorski

heard

tell

of

ever

became

Shanghai?

of

Never

him.”
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THE

RIDE

OF

THE

VALKYRIE

By Roderick G. Kreitzer
® Olga stood by the window looking out at nothing. The sun was beginning to set; the sky was filled
with a calm but striking beauty; the
heavy heat of the day was beginning
to lift; all was beauty. But to Olga
all this beauty was nothing. She was
passive to everything that surrounded her. And as she gazed into the
sky her thoughts took her back over

the incidents that had led up to
this hour of crisis.
Olga remembered Phil as he had
been when they were children. He
had always been close to her. Their
two families had been friendly and
it was because of that that she had

come

to know him. As they had

grown up together, there developed

a friendship that was stronger than
many
Olga’s
come
hated
Olga.

human friendships. But Jason,
half-witted brother, had beresentful of them. Yet Jason
Phil because of his love for

When Olga was nineteen she
went to New York to study art. She
rented a studio and it was here that
she did most of her work. She would
bring Phil to the studio to see her
paintings, but she would never allow
him to see them until they were
almost finished.
Once, two years ago, Phil came
to her. She was surprised when he

entered because she had not told
him to come. It happened that at
the time she had just begun a new
painting. It was to be a picture of
the Valkyrie Maidens riding on
horseback through the sky.

come to the decision that it would
be best to send Jason away to an
institution.” He seemed glad that
he had said it so quickly for he had
dreaded having to tell her about
this.
For a moment Olga was silent.
She was not sorry that Jason was
being sent away. He had always tormented her, and she knew that it
was possibly for her sake that he
was being sent away. Jason was a
constant threat to her happiness and
safety.
Finally

she said, “Now,

Phil, we

can do as we please. We'll be free to
love again without fearing Jason.”
Thus with Jason gone, Olga’s life
was peaceful for a time. She continued working on her painting and
after about a year it was nearly completed. Phil came to her workshop
to see it. He looked at it for a
long time and she could see that

he was pleased with the canvas.
“Tt does lack something, though,
doesn’t

it,

Phil?

It

needs

a

few

finishing touches. I don’t know just
what to do. But somehow I have to
do something to it that will make
it look more tragic,” she said.
Phil agreed with her. There was
no tragic expression to the picture.
He suggested that she forget the picture for awhile. Perhaps she had
been working on it too hard.

“Tt has always been one of my
favorite legends,” she told him. But,
as she was talking to him, she
noticed it was not for this reason
that he had come to see her.
“Olga,

there

is

something

February, 1950

out of her life forever as he left
that night.

Five months passed. And during
this time Olga never heard from
Phil. Then one day her mother came
to see her while she was working.
“Olga, Phil has come back to town.
Oh, no! Don’t get your hopes up so
high right away. He didn’t come
back alone. He’s got a wife now. I
wanted you to know so that you
would be prepared for it when you
see him.”
Olga was shocked at the news yet
she did not display her emotions.
It was only after her mother left
that she wept bitterly. She had to
forget him. She would not allow
herself to become overpowered by
melancholy or self-pity.
Her work was her relief. She
worked constantly for two days
without taking time out to eat or
sleep. Finally at noon on the third
day the picture was complete. The
missing expression was on the canvas. It was a grand and terrifying
painting. As Olga stood back from
the picture admiring it she saw a
ray of light pass over the canvas.
She

im-

portant that I have to tell you.”
Phil’s face was haggard as he spoke
to her. “I have just come from a
conference that your parents and I
had with Dr. Brodeck. We have all

As always, Olga did as Phil suggested; she did not work on the
painting anymore. She worked on
other things and tried to enjoy life.
She had been working so hard in
the last year that she rarely saw her
friends. But now she saw much of
her friends, and especially did she
see much of Phil.
The good times did not last for
long as Phil was transferred to a new
iob in Chicago. He seemed to walk

Illustration

by

Eladio

Yenderrozos

turned

around

and

saw, stand-

ing in the doorway, a figure that
terrified her. It was Jason. He had
heard of Phil’s marriage and had
come back to avenge his sister.
Jason had come into her room
raving like the maniac he was. He
had threatened Olga and had cursed
Phil. Jason figured that Phil had
been instrumental in having him
put into the institution. Finally, on
Page
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the pretext that he was going to
avenge his sister, Jason stormed out
of the room saying that he was going
to kill Phil. As soon as Jason had
left, Olga called Phil and told him
to come to her room as soon as he
could.
The door opened and Olga saw
Phil quietly enter the studio. “Phil,”
she shouted, “Jason
from the institution.”

has

escaped

He was stunned by what Olga
told him. She explained the entire
situation. She pleaded with Phil, for
she feared for his life. She did not
want any harm to come to him and

she did not want any more disgrace
to come to her family.
“Where
“Out

is he?”

at our

demanded

country

Phil.

cabin,”

re-

plied Olga.
“I’m going out to get him,” Phil
said calmly. “If I don’t he will make
a lot of trouble for you again.”
Phil stormed out of the room.
The cabin was a familiar place to
him. He had his mind made up to
the fact that he would bring Jason
back.
As

soon

as

Phil

left

the

room,

Olga decided that there was only
one thing for her to do. She must
get to the cabin ahead of Phil so
that she could stop her brother from
doing anything that would cause
trouble.
Jason was standing on the porch
of the cabin. It was almost dark
now. He could just barely make out
the lines of the surrounding land- -

scape. Jason knew that Phil would
be coming up to get him; and he
was ready for him.
Suddenly he saw a figure moving.

A person

was

running across

the

field toward the cabin. Jason waited
for a moment. Then he raised his
tifle and took careful aim. The
quiet of the night was disturbed by
a violent report of a rifle. Jason saw
the figure fall. He waited a moment,
then he laughed. His revenge was
complete now. He had killed Phil.
Then he became calm very sudden(Continued
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page

14)

The Exponent Salutes
THE

U.D.

MIXED

. ..

.

CHORUS

By Mary Jo Huth
@ “We acknowledge our indebtedness to good music; we know that
the music of a nation inspires or

April, 1947, the chorus participated
in U. D.’s last annual Mask and
Mascara Show, “Let’s Get Out of

degrades;

This Fire-Trap.” A concert appear-

tance

we

with

realize

that

great music

acquain-

instills a

love of all that brings courage and

lofty ideas and tends toward clean,
noble living. Therefore, we promise
to do all in our power
America truly musical.”

to

make

This creed aptly expresses the
ideals of the University of Dayton
Mixed Chorus which is in the midst
of its thirteenth year as a thriving
musical organization. The Mixed
Chorus had its earliest beginnings
in the year 1935 when Maurice R.
Reichard, head of the music department, organized the group following
the entrance of the first coeds
through the portals of the college

ance with the Dayton

Junior Phil-

harmonic Orchestra completed the
academic year.

Reorganized in September. 1947,
under the leadership of Mr. Nelson
Harper, Jr., the U. D. Mixed Chorus
became an independent organization with the purpose of devoting
its activities to studying and presenting choral music, and promoting
better public relations for the university. Mr. Harper, himself a past
member of the Ohio State University Symphonic Choir, received a
Master’s Degree in Music from that
institution in 1947. He is also a
member of the Dayton Choirmas-

on the Hilltop. In subsequent years,

ters’

Miss Adele Kimm and Mrs. Troy
Sears directed the U. D. Chorus.
These were trying days, not only because of the newness of the organization, but because of the greatly
reduced enrollment of men students

rectors and organists of Dayton and
the surrounding area. Mr. Harper’s
thorough musical training, together
with his farsightedness, winning personality and extensive contacts, have
largely contributed to the success
of the U. D. Mixed Chorus in the
last three years. The activities of the
group were no longer confined to

at the university due to World War

II. But the chorus survived because
a few devoted students and _ their
competent directors would not permit this temporary crisis to thwart

their efforts.

A few choral programs

were presented each year for the
student body at assemblies, for the
patients

at the Veterans’

Hospital,

and for other small groups.
In 1946, hundreds of G.I.s_ returned from the service, entered the

University of Dayton, and boosted
the enrollment beyond all precedent.
The Mixed Chorus experienced this
influx of students in the form of
increased membership.
Some
seventy students composing the
chorus made its first appearance of
the school year at the Art Institute
Auditorium in an annual Christmas
concert featuring the cantata, “The

Nativity According to St. Luke.” In

Club,

the annual

composed

Christmas

of

choir

concert,

di-

but

included programs presented at several

Dayton

high

schools

as well

as those of the neighboring territory. For the first time in its his-

tory, the U. D. Mixed Chorus presented joint programs with the Orchesis, a newly formed interpretive
dance organzation on the campus

under

the

direction

of

Madeline

Unger Riley. The U. D. Chorus
and Orchesis were the first groups
to combine choral accompaniment
to dance in this city.
In the fall of 1948, the U. D.
Mixed Chorus inaugurated its first
concert tour by accepting an invitation to sing for the convention of
the
Ohio
Unit
of the
Catholic
Music
Educators’
Association
in

The Exponent

The

Toledo.

This

be

a success

such

program
that

proved
the

to

chorus

U.

D.

Mixed

Chorus

with Peter Grant acting as narrator
and the studio orchestra providing

has been invited to present a con-

the

cert
for the
National
Catholic
Music Educators’ Convention to be
held in 1951 at Cleveland.

television show over WLW-D is
being planned by the U. D. Mixed
Chorus for some time in April,
1950.

The Centennial Festivities of the

academic year, 1949-1950, have given
added impetus to the growth and
success of the U. D. Mixed Chorus.
The university donated to the chorus
new maroon robes and white satin
stoles with the letters “U. D.” embroidered

in blue

upon

them;

the

U. D. Mothers’ Club graciously
gave us our much needed nisers.
During Centennial Week, which began on Sunday, October 16 and
continued through Sunday, October
23, the Mixed Chorus presented
concerts at Wilbur Wright and
Dunbar High Schools where it
helped to publicize the importance

of the University of Dayton’s cultural and intellectual influence on
the community in its one hundred
vears of educational leadership. During the same week, the chorus ap-

peared at the National Cash Register Auditorium on WLW-D’s
vision

U.

D.

Show

especially

in honor

February, 1950

Tele-

dedicated

to

of its centennial,

musical

The annual

interludes.

A

second

Christmas concert of

1949, held at Oakwood High School,
featured, as usual, the U. D. Mixed
Chorus, Glee Club and Brass Choir.

The principal work on the program

The chorus has been greatly
privileged to be featured on the
regularly scheduled concert of the
Dayton Philharmonic Orchestra on
March

2,

1950,

at Memorial

Hall.

At this time the chorus will sing
Roy Harris’ Folk-Song Symphony
for Orchestra and Chorus—“Johnny
Comes

Marching

Home,”

and

an

excerpt from an oratorio based upon
the life of Father Chaminade.
The University of Dayton Mixed

was the Cantata, Number 142. “Uns
Ist Ein Kind Geboren,” by Johann
Sebastian Bach.

Chorus, under the able direction of

The Mixed Chorus began the
second half of the twentieth century with its first extended concert
tour, which took the group to Co-

Nelson Harper, Jr., has sung the
best music in both sacred and secular choral literature. The current
reptoire of the organization includes
two cantatas—Deems Taylor’s, “The
Chambered

Nautilis,”

set

to

the

on a

poem of the same name by Oliver

three-day jaunt through Northern
Ohio from January 23-26. At Cleveland, the chorus gave two concerts,
and was a feature presentation during centennial week celebrations at
Cathedral Latin High School, a
Society of Mary institution. On
January 22, the U. D. Choristers
were guests on the CBS “Church
of the Air” program which origi-

Wendell Holmes, and “Uns Ist Ein
Kind Geboren,” by Bach. Three sacred selections sung by the chorus are
“When Jesus Wept,” a round for
four voices, by Billings; “Go Not

lumbus,

nated

studio.

Cleveland

in

WHIO,

and Akron

Dayton’s

CBS

;

Far From

Me,

O

God,”

Zingarelli;

and “Hospodi Pomilui,” a chant
from the liturgy of the Russian
Church. Among the secular numbers

used by the chorus, the most prominent are the following:

“Death

On

The Hills,” Elgar; “White Birches
Page 9

In

The

Rain,”

Loomis;

solo, by Beethoven; “Ida Red,” an
American folk song by Winstead;

“Kashmiri Song,” arranged by Fred
Waring

for mixed

chorus;

“Jig For

Voices,”
Rowley;
and
Rhyme Suite,” Custance.

“Nursery

While the U. D. Mixed

Chorus

spends most of its time in diligent
practice three hours each week, it
has enjoyed an active social pro-

gram including picnics and private
parties. The present officers of the
chorus who have planned these ac-

tivities are Dean

Matheney,

presi-

dent; vice-president, George Ellis;
Harold Mootes, business manager

and treasurer; Alma Culp, librarian,
and ‘Tony Dekom, publicity manager. They also drew up a constitution this year for the chorus which
was unanimously ratified by the
members. George Ellis, in addition
to his vice-presidency, has been the
very competent accompanist for the

chorus during this academic year.
The entire music department constitutes a very closely knit group
where all the students are well acquainted whether they are members

of the chorus, glee club or band.
In fact, some students are members

of all three organizations. Music has
a way of uniting all mankind in a
unique bond of friendship since it

expresses

the emotions

of people

whether they are melancholy in
time of grief, or gay in time of rejoicing and celebration. Music,

and

particularly group singing, has a
place in sacred services, private
parties, sports events, in the celebra-

tions of Christmas and New

Year,

and, of course, on college campuses

where choruses and glee clubs have
existed from earliest times. The Uni-

versity

of Dayton

Mixed

Chorus

continues to perpetuate this musical
heritage.

By James

Unsung heroes are never nationally known, but are recognized only
by their families and immediate

friends. Seaman

Ronnald

Rack

is

truly an unsung hero and is recog-

nized as such by the original crew
of the U.S.S. William C. Cole.
Ronnald was a stout, square-faced

sailor with a personality that had a
place in everyone’s heart.

acquired
won

friends

more

their loyalty more

He

had

easily

and

completely

than anyone aboard the U.S.S. William C. Cole.
His

enthusiasms

were

vast

and

epic. He was highly frivolous, highly
devoted; full of scorn, full of praise;

highly humorous,
highly — subtle.
Totaling his characteristics, he was
a well-rounded
friend of mine.

individual

and

a

My first acquaintance with Ronnald was June 2, 1944, after I reported for duty aboard the USS.
William C. Cole and was assigned
to his sleeping quarters. Every eve-

ning (after ship’s work was secure)

all hands retired to their sleeping
quarters to smoke, prepare for bed,
write

letters,

or listen

to

play his electric guitar.

Ronnald

Everyone

looked forward to the evenings because they liked Ronnald’s idea of
entertainment and knew it was always climaxed with group singing.
October 1, 1944, The U.S.S. William C. Cole left Shanghai, China,

with a convoy under strict orders
not to risk the lives of the crew
or the price of any ship. (During
convoy, if a man

falls overboard, he

cannot be rescued.) Four days after
we left China, our convoy en-

countered a severe storm which sent
giant waves spraying over the decks.
The first wave that hit injured three
men and swept John Baker over the
side. Immediately the man-over-

board

signal

was

against

orders,

turned

the

ship

around

the ship approached John, Ronnald
grabbed his collar and began to pull

him into the boat. Simultaneously
a giant wave hit the boat, throwing
the rescue party off balance and
sending another man over the side.
Ronnald maintained his hold on
John’s collar and pulled him to

safety. The Captain (disobeying orders again) swung the ship around
so Ronnald could rescue the other

sailor. When

the ship passed the

stricken man, Ronnald grabbed his
head (just as he was beginning to

sink) and pulled him into the lifeboat. Ronnald lifted both _halfdrowned men aboard the mother

ship before he collapsed. Before any
one could reach his body a huge
wave swept over the ship taking
him with it. Captain Bennet (disobeying orders again) turned the
ship around to rescue him. All hands
were ready to pull him aboard when
Ronnald cried, “No! No! Get out of
here! Sub!” The word sub sent a
chill up and down everyone’s spine.
Looking to our port side, we saw
the periscope of a sub breaking

water. Captain Bennet gave the ship
full-speed-ahead,

hoping

to

out-

range the sub. The crew stood on
the

fantail,

watching

Ronnald’s

head bob up and down and slowly
disappear as we pulled away from
him. Immediately Captain Bennet
ordered gun crews and depth charges
to open fire on the sub. When the
first barrage exploded, we saw Ronnald’s body thrown high in the air
and disintegrate. Seconds later the
hull of the sub rose from the water,

gracefully rolled on its back and
slowly disappeared, leaving the tell-

tale oil slick behind it.
Ronnald not only saved the two
shipmates but saved the U.S.S. William C. Cole from being torpedoed.

Acting

He realized his ship would be in
grave danger if it stopped to pick

Bennet

him up. The hardest fact to forget

released.

Captain

C. Johnson

for a res-

is that Ronnald

was killed by guns

two

from his own ship.

the

side in a lifeboat to rescue John as

The ship that was christened
U.S.S. Ronnald Rack carries a truly

the ship moved

proud name of a great unsung hero.

cue

Sp
Page 10

IN MEMORY OF AN UNSUNG HERO

“Four

Songs,” Lockwood;
“Bali Ha’l,”
from the musical play “South Pacific,” by Richard Rodgers; ““Comin’
Through The Rye,” a ryhthm antic
arrangement of an old folk song, by
Fred Waring; Adagio from “Moonlight Sonata,” with chorus and violin

other

attempt.
men

were

Ronnald
lowered

and
over

past him. When
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FROM

FIRE TO FIRE YOUR

ALMA

MATER

GREW

By E. H. Kay

@ The fire of 1855 was enough to
discourage

the stoutest

hearts,

but

the pioneers were more than stout
of heart—in their hearts lived reliance on Providence and faith in
their mission. For the present they
seemed discouraged, but trials, difh-

culties and hardships cannot withstand determination and _ resolve.
They fought stubbornly to retain
the property by cultivating the soil,

clearing away the scarred ruins and
calmly

and

confidently

awaiting a

favorable opportunity to reopen the
school. Eventually hope pierced the
clouds and lighted the way for reconstruction.
The work of rebuilding was commenced, a small class was organized,

and announcement made that a full
schedule would be resumed in September. Some twenty students re-

sponded and before the close of the

year the number had increased to
thirty. Enrollment increased steadily, so that in 1860 a three-story
building was erected to relieve the
overcrowded condition. In September of that year, Brother Maximin

Zehler was appointed to direct the
school; his coming marked

the be-

ginning of a new era. It was the beginning of expansion in building, in
personnel, in activities of all kinds.

“Brother Zehler is the man we needed here,” wrote Father Leo Meyer.
The arrival of the new Provincial,
Very Rev. John N. Reinbolt proved
another blessing, not only to the institute, but to the entire Society. He
was a man of great learning, wide
experience, remarkable adaptability;
he was far-seeing, prudent, conciliating, enterprising, heartily devoted to
the work of the Society, zealous for

more and there he had the oppor-

tunity to meet the dignitaries of the
Church and make friendships and
acquaintances

that

stood

him

in

of the chapel, “on the other side,”
for the use of the novitiate and normal school.

istration.

In 1874, the “Gymnasium” was
built. Known as the playhouse, it
offered place and opportunity for

Father Reinbolt recognized the
worth of Brother Zehler and heartily
endorsed and seconded his efforts
to build a greater St. Mary’s. In June,

recreation on inclement days and
during the winter months. It was
the largest building of its kind in

1865, a normal school for the mem-

tions not so well provided. “Old
Boys” recall with pleasure the spirited basketball games and the interesting dramatic performances they
witnessed under its roof.

good stead during his long admin-

bers of the Society was erected; in
1866, a faculty residence. In 1868 a

new chapel was begun and completed in 1869. It is a fully appointed church, with plain, unpretentious
exterior—its beauty is “all from within.” It was paid for at once and was
consecrated by Archbishop J. B. Purcell on the same day that it was
opened for divine worship, June 12,

1869.

But the age of brick and mortar
was not yet completed. The constant increase of students called for
additional space. St. Mary’s Hall, a
four-story building with mansard
roof was planned and completed in
1871, at a cost of $85,000.

the state and the envy of institu-

It is a real tribute to Brother
Zehler’s foresight and thoroughness
as a builder that practically every
one of the buildings is still serviceable,

though,

of course,

alterations

have been made to meet current
needs. Where Brother Zehler secured the funds for his ambitious building program is something of a mystery; but it is a matter of record that
each building was paid for, as soon
as completed. He was a financial

genius and the college profited by

At that

his economies, his foresight, his mas-

time it was the largest building in

sive mind and consummate ability.

Dayton and people came from miles
around to see the imposing structure; even today it is impressive,
standing on the crest of the hill and
overlooking the city. Critics of those
days called it “Brother Zehler’s Folly,” but future years proved its use.
The entire college department was
transferred to the new building, leaving those vacated on the south side

He has impressed his personality indelibly on St. Mary’s as director of
the college, as overseer of the farm,
as

master

of

novices,

as_

builder,

treasurer, educator and expert master of men and minds. Even at this
day, more than fifty years after his
death, his memory still lives and his
works stand as a monument to his
ability.

the advancement of the religious, interested in the promotion of education.

He attracted men

to his side,

won their personal devotion and
called forth their best endeavors by

the force and beauty of his character. -In 1866 he was invited by
Archbishop Spalding to attend the

Second

Plenary

February, 1950

Council

of Balti-

Your

Alma

Mater

in 1869
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Brother

Zehler’s

many

abilities

with the cash received has since developed into the world famous National Cash Register Co.
Within a year and a half, the new
St. Joseph Hall rose in majestic pro-

had found one outlet in providing

the material needs of an ever-expanding institution. The arrangement of
the buildings along the crest of the
hill was fortunate. During the brick
and mortar period, people were too
busy to pay much attention to landscaping. It took the aesthetic eye of
Very Reverend Joseph Simler, a visitor from the General Administration of the Society, to recognize the
inherent possibility of beautifying
the campus. He planned a pleasing
approach to the buildings and laid
out a park in front of them, giving
the stately vestibule of St. Mary’s
Hall, a fitting counterpart in the
wide lawns and curving roadways.
Later on, the park was extended and
attractavely landscaped. In 1904, a
beauiai marble shaft surmounted
by a Carrara statue of Our Lady,
was erected by faculty and students
to commemorate the Golden Jubilee of the Proclamation of the Immaculate Conception. There she
stands as patroness of the institution and mother of those who dwell
within.
The days of privation and _ trial
seemed to be passed. The college
developed and the future looked
bright and promising. Success and
reputation attracted students from
near and far. In the midst of this
prosperity, the dark specter of dis-

aster again visited the flourishing institution.

On

December

fire completely destroyed

10,

1883,

the novi-

tiate and normal school.
The fire started and spread unsuspectedly in a garret and had some
time to wreak havoc before any
smoke was seen. ‘The alarm was given, but it was too late. The fire had
gained such headway, that the entire roof was in flames. Engines
came

from

the

city,

but

the

fire-

fighters saw at once that the building was doomed. All effort was di-

rected in saving the adjoining buildings, especially the chapel. A prom-

ise to erect a statue of Our Lady if
the chapel were saved, has material-

portions with a lordly sky line, with

chateau-like setting, all in perfect
symmetry. It served as the Normal
School until the department was re-

moved

in

1915 to Mt.

St. John,

some five miles away.

MAN’S

RESPONSE

(Continued

from

page

3)

phrase “Quam admirabile est
momen tuum Domine super terram” (How admirable is thy name
in the earth, Lord.) Living with the
Brother

Church,

Zehler

ground. Destruction was complete;
the material loss was heavy and only
partly covered by insurance. That
night a very cold wind set in and
the weather remained severe until
Chnetmas. To harbor the stricken
community

of some

two

hundred,

every available space in the college
buildings was utilized; the playhouse was of special service as it furnished place for study and sleep.
The inconvenience was great, but
the privations were borne in patience and fortitude—“‘there were no
heroes, because all were heroic.”
Serious and sad as the catastrophe

we

cannot

help

but

man,

being

a part

of nature,

gives

The leisure hours of the remaining winter months were spent in
cleaning away the ruins and by the
opening of spring the ground was
ready for a new construction. To
carry out the plans, the neighboring
property would be needed. This land
belonged to Mr. John H. Patterson.
A few months previously he had
bought all rights to manufacture a
cash register. He needed additional
capital to expand his business and
Brother Zehler needed the land. Pat-

glory to God in a different way. He
does so consciously. We have a
very great blessing from God in that
we can appreciate and enjoy the
Source of all the beauty we see in
nature and in ourselves. And knowing that this is a great gift of God,
we should love and praise God.
One of the greatest aspects of
beauty in nature is not so much the
comeliness or it, but rather the purpose for which it serves. As stated
before, it glorifies God and it calls
to man to do the same. Since man
is linked with nature and since he
is conscious of the End of creation,
he alone, is able to present the world
to God in thought and love and to
glorify God through the world.
Man possesses that capacity for
response to beauty in nature; in the
use of this capacity he will develop

terson Field was sold to the Brothers. Little did either party dream of

love God. This response to beauty

was, it united the members of the
Society more closely.

‘pore and more in his capacity to

ized in the statue of Our Lady of
the Pines, near the cemetery en-

the future significance of this simple

in nature

transaction. On the land purchased

love

trance. By six o'clock, the fire had
done its work, the central building

now stands the Stadium of the University of Dayton, while the “fac-

humble,

and the two wings were burnt to the

tory”

to the beauty of this world.
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be

penetrated with love of God and
the true spirit of adoring love and
loving adoration. The Liturgy
abounds in such response to the
great works of God, because all
these created things glorify God,
and this glorification is one of the
objects of the Liturgy. In a certain
sense nature does give glory to God;

which

Mr.

Patterson

built

way,

of
man

must

God,
pure

can

be governed

that
and

love

by true

which

detached.

respond

is

In this

adequately
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BECAUSE....

the way our faculty has handled our
wheel-chair students? Can’t you

non-Catholics vouch for the friendly
By Bill Hulsopple
®Many people have asked me
why I came “so far to go to school.”
Then, when they find out I am not
a Catholic, but am attending a
Catholic University—they seem

somewhat shocked. It is at that time
that the questions begin “snowing”
me under. This is something that
anyone in my situation wants to
explain, and wants to explain intelli-

gently—but unfortunately it is not
I attended a university before entering the Army. It was a good
school, but something seemed to be
lacking. At that time I didn’t know
what it could possibly be. I realized

I was dissatisfied with the warped

beliefs of some of the students who
professed to be agnostics or in a few
rare instances even atheists. ‘To my
way of thinking those students are
not to be blamed for what they believe or the ways in which they do
believe. Rather it’s the fault of the
administration in that particular
school. (In some instances of course,
the home is directly responsible for
the misconceptions of its youth—

can

be

exemplified

by

me,

and

therein

lies the answer

of

the

Champaign case, in which a mother
brought about the Supreme Court
decision that religious education
must be separate from the teachings

are shouting for us to “make

to help those who are in need. A
school where all people can live harshould risk the chance of weakening
the harvests of life.

de-

mocracy live.” For those people
there is one sure answer—Have your
children attend a university or colform the core about which the remainder of the school revolves. Here
and here only will young men and
women learn (in a_ well-rounded
manner) that democracy is something more than mere existence in a
society “governed by the people.”
Here will your children learn to live
with and love their fellow-man. Here
will they learn they are not the children of fate or destiny. How do they
learn this? Not only by teaching,
but also by association. Association,

both with their professors and their
fellow students. This is something
that may not mean much to the
Catholic college student, because
his is a deep-bedded faith that was
commenced

attending a state school. Their opportunities are so richly laid before

I still remember the nights 1
used to spend in the camp library
pondering over books and _catalogues, in an attempt to find a university where body, mind, and soul
might unite in such a way as to
form a “solid” person. For some
strange reason I happened to come
across The University of Dayton. |

Do you remember the Protestant
boy who did such an admirable job
as the priest in the Player’s production of The Song of Bernadette?
Do you remember the Protestant
gitl who so capably played the part
of Lucia in Lady of Fatima? Do
you remember the Negro girl who
marched onto the field with the
band during our last football tussle

quite

surprised.

This

was

a

them

in a Catholic institution, that

it doesn’t follow logically that they

should risk the chance of weakening
their

religious

convictions.

school I had never heard of. I had
relatives in Dayton, but they had

with Chattanooga? (The first Negro

never mentioned such a school.

nooga gridiron.) Have you noticed

February, 1950

ever

to

step

Occasionally there are those who
would destroy that which others
uphold or that for which they
would lay down their very lives; but
when that thing is basic and fundamental to the over-all picture, it
cannot be destroyed and it cannot
die. As we so often hear, the future

of America rests in the hands of its
youth. We therefor can either let
America live abundantly or we can
let her die. We have been the

“privileged few” in this instance because we know what the future holds
for each of us if we live according
to the teachings we have learned
here.

in early childhood, and

through his college life is able to

do a man to learn from books and
lectures if the fundamental concepts of mankind are to be shattered? What does it gain a man to
earn a degree and have no faith?

was

Yes, I think that intrinsically I
was searching for a school just like

this. A school that brands condemnation as ignorance. A schoo] willing

mature. I cannot understand what
Catholic boys or girls hope to attain by leaving high school and then

of the school.) What good does it

of the school as a whole?
are only a limited number of
that represent something bigscope and yet these are the
that “make democracy live.”

why I came here. So many avid followers of Drew Pearson these days

lege where the teachings of Christ

always easy to do.

this

Now in my last year, I sometimes pause to think exactly what
these past few years have meant to

spirit
These
things
ger in
things

foot

on

the

Chatta-

JOE MEETS THE SCOURGE
(Continued

from

page 4)

“We have more efficient ways of
reducing enemies than that,” retorts
the Kremlin chief.
In a final effort, Attila blasts out:
“My hordes burned, destroyed, and

slaughtered the whole continent of
Furope, from Mongolia to Gaul!”
“T see you stop at Gaul, my friend.
Does a certain general ‘Theodoric
come to your mind?” chuckles
Stalin.
“Every man has his day, Premier
Stalin,”

is Attila’s

caustic

rebuttal.

“Oh forget it, Attila, we do have a
lot in common. Here, take this Red
Star

if it will

make

your

eternity

any less terrible.”
Page
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Book
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By

Reviews

WATERS

OF

..

Harcourt,

with a special emphasis on the
American epoch of the ‘Trappist
saga.
Yet, Thomas Merton’s latest
literary achievement should be con-

sidered a sequel to his important
Seven Storey Mountain.
book was recounted the

In that
spiritual

metamorphosis of a young man who,
in embracing the life of a Trappist
replaced

a

once

dominant

worldliness with a renunciation of
the things of earth and an attachment to those of God.
The Waters of Siloe manifests the

development

of

the

author

from

Thomas
Merton, the novice, to
Father Louis, the mature Cistercian.

His profound grasp of the signification

of Cistercian

life has

resulted

in this spirited analysis of the contemplative vocation.
The book is divided into two parts.

Prefacing the first is a Prologue and
an introductory note on the function of a contemplative order. It is
here,

in

the

very

beginning,

that

Merton makes clear what is to be
the fundamental principle by which
he judges the history of the Trappists. The proper object of the contemplative life is contemplation,
“the simple intuition of God produced immediately in the soul by

God Himself and giving to the soul
a direct but obscure and mysterious
appreciation of God as He is in
Himself.” Merton’s historical study
clearly proves that to the degree in

which the Cistercians have remained
faithful to their primary purpose,
to that same degree have they truly
fulfilled their mission in the
Church,

which

is, as stated before,

contemplation.
Merton

captivating

the

as

history

in

the

first

part

of

The

Waters of Siloe, Merton devotes the

second half to a still deeper treatment of the nature of Cistercian life,

laying particular stress on the spe-

historian

Merton

is

the

just

as

biog-

swiftly, giv-

ing flesh and blood to what could

predecessor was received. This apparent paradox solves itself when
one realizes that The Waters of
Siloe presents stirring testimony to
the fact that there are men, like
the rest of us, who have found the

Infinite
search

in
for

a
the

finite

world.

Ultimate

Their

Value,

a

search which is shared by every human, has been gloriously fulfilled.
The Trappists are at peace.

cific character of Trappist sanctity.

—Pavut

Roos.

The last chapter, “Paradisus
Claustralis,” is surely the crowning
one

of the book.

Merton’s

poetic

prose finds a worthy subject indeed
in the confidently peaceful life of
the Cistercian monk, whose very
existence is centered in God, totally
intentioned by His Will as manifested in “the Rule, the commands

of his Superiors, and the needs of
his fellow brothers.”
The Trappist vocation is not a
negative one. Its program is not

aimed at forming what Merton calls
“pious athletes.” Every detail of the
true Cistercian life is positive in its
effects, leading ultimately to the
goal of the monk’s life: union with
God consummated through love.
The sharp increase of Trappist
vocations since the war is sometimes
attributed to the fact that more and

more young men, especially those
who have had first hand experience
with the horrors of war, are becoming
“disillusioned,” and are seeking to
“get away from it all.” Ina sense, this
is true, but only negatively so. For,
the man who becomes a Cistercian
monk cannot really be termed “disillusioned.” On the contrary, he is
one who has discovered the true
Light and the light of Truth. He is
one who has entirely surrendered
himself to the Divine, with the profound conviction that at last he has
come to grips with the supreme
Reality.
Most of those who will read The
Waters of Siloe will not be Trap-

pists nor will they have any inclina-

rapher. His style moves

Page 14

impression of the austere Trappist
life which is reassuringly positive.

After having outlined Cistercian

® Ostensibly, The Waters of Siloe
is a history of the Cisterician Order

monk,

easily have been the dry bones of a
lifeless chronicle. And his penetrat-

ing wit does much to produce an

SILOE

Merton.

Thomas
Brace.

.

tion to become

professedly
will

one. Yet in an age

materialistic

undoubtedly

mendous

enjoy

this book
the

popularity with which

tre-

its

RIDE OF THE VALKYRIE
(Contined from page 8)

ly. He knew

that the neighboring

farms probably had heard the shot.
The occupants would be coming
out to see what had happened. He

could not let them find him here.
So,

very

escape.

quickly,

Jason

made

his

Immediately after the figure had
fallen

in the field another

person

had rushed out of the thicket. This
person, having heard the shot and

seeing the figure fall, stopped for

an instant, then ran wildly toward
the scene of the shooting.

An instant later Phil was bending
over the bleeding body of Olga. In
the darkness Jason had not recognized his sister. He had only seen
a figure and had expected it to be
Phil.

“Oh,

Phil,”

whispered

Olga,

“I

didn’t want it to happen like this.
I wanted things to be so very different. I finished the picture and I
wanted it to be yours. I wanted—I
wanted—you.” After this Olga said

no more.

That night there was a great noise
in the sky. There was thunder and
there was lightning. The wind
howled violently. Yet above all this
noise there could be heard the
pounding of horses’ hooves. The
Valkyries were riding out of the

sky and down to earth. They were
coming closer and closer. They were
coming

for

a

soul,

which

was

to

be assumed into Valhalla. For indeed,

a heroic

soul was

waiting

to

be carried to the banquet.
The Exponent
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Winds

O’er bloody sands of ever passing time,
Immoral man must march in marked review;
A slave to sensual seekings, this his crime,
Which calls the burning wrath of Right to sue
For wrongs transgressed by this ungrateful form,
Who thinks himself a god, when but a fool;
A fool whose very life is but a norm
In which is cast a higher type of rule;
This rule is far supreme in all respects
Than fickle figure which is labeled man.
And yet such state, Sublimity effects
A change, which moral man to God can span.
With man’s good will and God’s sufficient grace,
This march of man takes up a quicker pace.
—Ray
2

a tune.
in gentle

softly whispering

obedience

their heads to the moon.

Suddenly, everything seems to be listening!
Sounds of the earth disappear
Though as by magic, the world is now faltering
Silently echoing fear.

Theocentricity

i)

through the trees are to me

Crickets are fiddling
Willows are swaying

Bowing

Calm

Ominous clouds on horizons are gathering
Swiftly beginning to form
Blankets of darkness to fill all the atmosphere
Harbinger note of the storm.
—Paul

s

eS

R.

Allison.

2

Cinquain to a Shoe Shine Boy
0 S086 6 es
The minstrel grin
That limns his dusky face
But hides a lonely heart that cries ....
For love.
—Shirley A. McNeil.

Kacirk.

e

To Mary Kay, a Student Nurse
Matins

To many, dear, your mission brings relief,
In antiseptic

cells, the white

domains

That harbor tales of sadness and of grief.
Where

science

fails,

your

kindness

soothes

A Nightingale in uniform of white,
Your name crocheted in blue outside your
Old age’s company, and child’s delight —
Of all the staff, you are the human part!
Old college’s
Your

quaint rooms

nocturne,

fugue,

their

pains.

heart,

shall hear no more

cadenza,

serenade.

The joyous heart that chose this sordid chore
Could gayly play the dance for man and maid.

God’s chosen spouse from eternity
Has saved by her maternity
Us, her children, from death’s dark mist.
And from the writhing serpent’s hiss.

Your sympathy is music, student nurse,
To humans bowed beneath old Adam’s curse.
—James

M. Cooney, Jr.

Longing
Ah,

thou

How

doth

madly

flickering,

it seem

in

this

windblown,
wild

candle

flame,

dance

Bound
Thou

how,

like to the soul

and chained
dost

waste

burn

is hers

through

total

Conception.’

Consecration.”

—Quentin

Hakenewerth.

dust,
away

thy

body

substance.

Patience, freedom soon will come to thee...
Freedom soon will come to thee.
—John

February, 1950

life

of man

to lowly

and

Oh my lips, how canst thou say
A bad or unkind word today,
When thou knowest thy only aim
Is to tell the purest Virgin’s fame?
When men shall hear thy words today
They should not hesitate to say;
“His mother is called ‘the Immaculate
His

That out of love thou would’st uproot
Thyself and fly unto thy God.
And

“Come my lips, and wide proclaim
The Blessed Virgin’s spotless fame.”
You have been chosen to declare
To all the world its Mother fair.
Tho’ angels praise her as their Queen
Admit that men have greater claim;
For though a Virgin pure from birth,
Mary has brought back life to earth.

VL

LLL ALLL

Eichelman.
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Editorial

Comment

A MENACE
@¥or centuries men have been swept up in the
waves of conflicting ideologies and beliefs. They have
allowed themselves to be tossed about like a ship in
the time of storm, seeking a refuge. They seem to seek

out a harbor in which they can find eternal peace and
happiness. Many of them do not know that Jesus Christ
is that “refuge in the time of storm.”

We spend much time reading the products of the
secular press. How much time do we spend on Catholic
papers? Do we read the diocesan weekly? What maga-

zine did we subscribe to last September through the

religion department, and how many numbers have we
read seriously? This month is a good time to make a

serious examination of conscience on how we support

and read Catholic literature. This reading pays off in
big dividends. It gives us information, prayerful
thoughts, and much news about the work of the Church

During the last few weeks we have read of the
mercy slayings of two people who were plagued with
cancer. The slayers represent such ships in the time of
storm. They were engulfed in misconception. We can-

all over the world. When

not judge their acts on the grounds of what is morally

assist us in giving that answer. Lent is a good time to

right or wrong in their own minds, but we can view
them from the standpoint of what is morally right ac-

cording to Christian doctrine.

means.

It is one evil that man

this modern

age. We

to a priest or answer the question. Good reading will

acquire that
magazines.

habit

of reading

©

Euthanasia, which has been advocated by many
persons, is morally wrong. It cannot be justified by any
must fight against in

cannot assume

the power

of

taking a person’s life to ease pain any more than we
can assume the power of supplying the human soul
for the human body. It is our duty to rise up in opposition to these forms of “mercy” that transform the
human being into an enemy of mankind. We as college students must stand ever ready to attack such false
practices and help to lead mankind along the paths
ot Christian morality.
—Britxi Hutsoprev.

MISSING—FIVE

OLD

TOPIC

@ February is Catholic Press month. Year after year
we have heard this statement or read it in some Catholic paper. But the number of readers of Catholic literature does not increase yearly as it should. One of the

many causes for this lack of increase in the number of
readers is the general apathy among so many people
for what is religious. To be a religious-minded person
demands a struggle and we must make that struggle.

Now we can do something about putting ourselves
in the mood to make that struggle. And that something is reading. The reading of wholesome literature
will enlighten our minds about matters religious and
if we have good will this reading will assist us in
carrying on the battle of life that will bring us to heaven.
Page
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Catholic

books

and

3

BILLION

DOLLARS

© President Truman, in his recent budget message to Congress, asked for an appropriation of $23,-

000,000. This is to provide for 3,000 more tax-enforce-

ment agents who will assess and collect a presidentiallyestimated billion to a billion and a half dollars. Simple
mathematics then show that for each dollar of govern-

mental expense, the return would be fifty to seventy-five
dollars in taxes that would otherwise never be
brought in.
who

One Congressman (Forand of Rhode Island),
studied the under-manned revenue department

case, is of the opinion

AN

people ask us about some

point of Catholic doctrine, what do we do, send them

that the national budget

could

be balanced, without any tax increase being voted, if
all the taxes legally owed the government were collected. The implication is that taxes to the sum of five
billions are escaping collection by the department. Even
though Mr. Truman’s estimate is considerably more
modest, a gain of a billion and a half dollars is nothing
to be sneezed at.
Present

tax laws

have

loopholes

through

which

business, for example, can slip to evade the efforts of
the

department

of internal

revenue.

A

businessman

may give his enterprise to a college, thereby making
both property and profits tax-exempt. However, he
still continues to manipulate all the operations, receiv-

ing for that function what he drew previously as salary.
And while capital saves and government loses, the institution getting the business (in more ways than one,
if the pun may be used) is satisfied to profit by the
The Exponent

difference. The President’s tax message dealt with just
such a specious dodge.
No one relishes the idea of taking a sizable portion
of his finances for tax payments. Yet a man will not
overly deplore a deduction in his income if he feels that
the money withdrawn is being used wisely and efficient-

ly. Nor will he clamor greatly if he perceives that his
neighbors have to bear the selfsame taxes. It is when
the people discover that their money is being used
imprudently, and they are not beneficiaries of the
result, that failure to pay taxes becomes more than
normal. Some people will even feel justified in evading

their payments

when

it becomes

fellow citizens are allowed

known

to be remiss

excuse themselves by saying, “What’s

that their

in theirs, and

sauce for the

goose,” etc.
The solution, both for business and for private
individuals, then boils down to the following main
points:

a) Taxes must be spent efficiently.

Under

existing laws,

the complete

collection

to seemingly

of

to

and support for these enterprises. If this is permitted
to continue, then the billion and a half sum of Mr.
‘Truman’s is denied the possibility of being collected
before it is past the wishful-thinking stage.

There is no time like the present to take the matter under profound consideration, and to do something
about it. An investigation (minus the aura of witchhunting so prevalent along the Potomac in recent
months) would force the issue and bring several factors
to a head. Who knows? If something were done about
the difference between the legal and the illegal tax
dodging, then our national deficit might, as the Rhode
Island Congressman said, be liquidated without another
tax increase. It could be done—shouldn’t we give it
a chance?

*

*

©

THE EDITOR MUSES...
@'I’sk, tsk, tsk—another mid-month and_ the
Exponent is out again. Oh by the way, we'd like to say
February, 1950

individual, and drop off the bundle at the locker.

. .

One fellow, on an extremely difficult test (aren’t they

all?)

Scotch-taped a four-leaf clover to the top of his

paper and turned it in. The prof saw him at registration,
and silently handed him the corrected exam. Taped to
the paper was an aspirin. . . . You can tell the Junior
Prom is just around the corner. The girls are talking
about formals, and dates, and flowers. The boys are
talking about money, and money, and money...
.

here. If a fellow has a lot of free time, and is

see him once every other month, and he’s in the library

five billions

grant sanction

‘Truer words were never moaned. Rumor has it that
from now on, deficiency slips will not be handed singly
to the students. The office will bale them for each

in 76 organizations, people say “Arts student.” If you

a large scale, the scale taken by some businesses, the
is made

you’ve

to Ludlow Street if you have a class in Chaminade. That
has happened, to some overly-dense people. (We came
back, didn’t we? Yeah—loaded with turkey-raffle cards. )
Anyhow, “glad to have you aboard; pull up a termpaper and sit down.” . . . Much muttering was heard
in January that finals were getting tougher all the time.

around

opined by Congressman Forand as outstanding. In fact,
President Truman’s figure may be more nearly correct.
But when these laws provide trapdoors for evasion on
government

to all the new students—hope

found out by this time that you don’t need to go down

Y’know, it’s funny the way students are classified

b) Every citizen must be made to pay his
just share, as the law dictates.
c) Present laws governing tax payments
must be strengthened and the loopholes plugged.

taxes may not total the almost-Utopian

“howdy-doody”

with a stack of books, it’s “Pre-med.” If you’ve never
seen the guy, and he insists he goes to U. D., he’s an
engineer. . . . That parking lot behind the Union is
the berries (rasp). A Sherman tank would fall apart
bouncing and jouncing over the ruts. If the PR’s ever
lose a platoon, they’ll probably find it at the bottom
of one of those holes. Aberdeen Proving ground was

never like this. . . . February makes us think of special
days (plenty of ’em this month), special days make us
think of Valentine’s Day, which brings to mind you-

know-what, and that prompts Lord Dewar’s quotation,
“Love is an ocean of emotions, entirely surrounded by
expenses.” With the cost of living going up two dollars a quart, old
before you leap.
Primarily

for

Dewey
the

has

benefit

something
of

the

there.
new

Look

students,

and secondarily for those who didn’t read this far before,
we'd like to remind you that this publication isn’t a
closed corporation. Meaning, that if you have a yen
to pen, put the finger on either faculty advisor Brother
Price, or one of the editorial staff listed on Page One.
If you’re good enough, we'll give you a typewriter. If
you're excellent, we'll put a ribbon in it. And if you’re
a Hemingway—who knows, we may even throw you
some paper. You can’t miss! The more the merrier,
so think it over.
‘Time and tide wait for no man, and neither does

the printer, so we'll shut this off now and hibernate
till March. See you.
—Joun KELLy.
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Of Feminine Tuterest.. .
GREETINGS

AND

NEWS

Grace is the first to bid and being brave she says,

@A great big welcome to all the new students,
freshmen and transfers. May your stay at U. D. be a
happy one.
Beautiful dolls have been invading the campus,
not real live ones though. Collecting dolls is a part of
a C. S. M. C. project. That organization is making
a collection of dolls dressed in the habits of religious
orders in the United States. Letters have been sent to
the various orders requesting their aid in this project.
The response has been very gratifying and the collec-

tion will be exhibited during the National Closing
Ceremony of the Marianist Centennial to be held in
the U. D. gym on May 15, 16 and 17.
—GERMAINE

“Fifteen.” Alice has a “power house” so she ays,
“Seventeen.” Mary, well, she passes—not out, however.
(“Maybe it would help,” ponders Myrtle.) Myrtle who
is an expert of three weeks’ pinochle playing says,
“Eighteen.” Grace bids, “Nineteen.” Alice passes—not
out. (There are no inward desires on the opponents’
minds.) Myrtle says, “Twenty,” rather harshly. Grace
whispers, ““I'wenty-one,” a bit squeamishly. Myrtle gives
the sign for action to Alice, everything will be under

control in approximately ten minutes. “Twenty-two,”
announces Myrtle with her microphone.
The crowd giggles, moans, smiles, and just stares.
What is Grace trying to do, bidding against the Pride
of the Pinochle Parade

Oh, yes, back to the game. Grace is still pondering,

HUESMAN.

“What kind of meld does Mary have? How much do

I have? Oh well, it’s only a game and if I don’t let

WHAT’S

TRUMP?

Myrtle have the bid she'll never help me with my
lit assignment.” Therefore with a rather grim gesture,
Grace says, “Pass.”

@Of all the articles that have been written for
the Women’s Page, there has not been too much said
about the activities that occur in that famous lounge
for the female members of the campus. A person could
write volumes concerning the high crimes and misdemeanors that occasion this humble abode, but perhaps one activity can be described so as to arouse some

says Alice, “you hit me.” She lays the two nines of

curiosity among the student body.

points to go!

Every

day

it seems

that a pinochle

game

is in

progress any time and in any given situation. All the
gals are willing to drop their studies or talk to get in
a really enjoyable game, but the results are usually
astounding and sometimes rather serious.
Let’s describe one typical situation. Myrtle Zippenpoffer and Alice Chew plan on being partners, and the
other two members, Mary Phil and Grace Pickle are
more or less thrown together to make the foursome.
It’s Myrtle’s deal and, as according to Dr. Herman
Heckel’s Hand Book, she offers the cards for Mary to
cut them. Mary hasn’t played too often, and so she
arranges the cut in approximately five bounces circling

the table. After a bit of sneering and gritting of teeth,
the game proceeds and the auctioning begins.

By this time seven additional “helpers” have arrived and have situated themselves around the two by
four table. Then someone lights a match so that every-

one can see everybody’s cards!
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My what a look of triumph we see on Myrtle’s face.
“Spades are trump,” resounds the husky voice. “What!”
spades on the table, plus four jacks. That is her “power

house.” Myrtle has no meld. Grace and Mary have
fifteen. The bid is twenty-two, only a matter of sixteen
As the cards are played, the onlookers make comments right and left and Myrtle makes some blunders.
After the hand was over, the great mind and her assistant were twenty-two points in the hole. Grace and
Mary had taken eighteen points and the victims of that
first hand were not in a friendly mood.
After twenty-five minutes of play the game stood:

“Pride and joy” 33 points, “victims and onlookers” 95
points. ‘The bell rings and the game must end because
the girls have to take a sociology test— or the sociology
will take them. So Myrtle and Alice decide to concede,
much to their regret. There are no hard feelings, except
that Myrtle and Alice are not speaking to each other,

but Grace and Mary are cooking up some brilliant
plays.
This drama is only one of the many that occur in
that fabulous feminine haven. Sometimes you may see
cards flying into space or out of the window. Sometimes
you may see cards and humans flying out the windows,
but pinochle still continues to be enticing.
The Exponent

Many of the male members of the student body
claim that girls never use their heads and play cards
correctly. This misconception grew from the fact that
most girls don’t take card games too seriously. After
all, cards are meant for relaxation, fun, and real enjoy-

me even to walk across campus

with him

Our grades are at stake! And . . . would anyone like

to go in business with me selling date books in the
lounge between classes?

ment, not a business-like affair with sharp words and

—Prc

hurt feelings!
—PAULINE SPRING.

COLLEGE

DAZE

@ Bad grades last semester? This time don’t blame
yourself, blame the fellas. What you needed was more
dates. (Do I hear your parents’ outraged howls?)
Dr. Samuel

Lowrie, who, incidentally, conducts at

Bowling Green State University the only university
course in dating, sent a lengthy questionnaire to 3,000
Bowling Green students asking them about their date
life. It was a survey to answer the question, “Does fre-

quent dating affect a student’s school work?” A date
was defined to cover “any pre-arranged meeting between

members of opposite sexes.”
The completed forms were returned by ninety per
cent of the students, and the tabulated results showed

I’d topple

over dead.”

6

PETTICOAT

t

KunkKa.

e

LANE

@Sportscasters proclaim that spring training is
underway in baseball circles. Shortstops, along with the
other players are getting into shape in preparation for
a successful season—they can dream can’t they? The
breezy bantering about baseball is a sure sign that
spring is on its way and it’s time for a short sketch of
the new fashions that will “train” you to be in shape
and in season. Time has come to lay the cashmeres
and angoras to rest and to put that dirty old mink in
cold storage.
According to the experts the Paris fashions sewn

in America feature a variety of silhouettes—from the
slim skirts to wide full skirts, and including the new
jutting styles. The biggest coat “tale” is the one using
taffeta as a fabric.

“frequent daters—those who had five or more dates
a week—averaged marks that were about ten per cent
higher than non-daters.” The only exceptions were
“only” children and youngest sons.

Morris Code will really be evident this spring, for
dots will be dashing around on some dresses of all
of the big leaguers. These polka dots range in size
from pin points to baseballs.

The reason?
ment; that is, it
assures a person
proved” with the

Dating indicates good social adjustshows that people like you. Dating
that he has been “weighed and apresulting release from cramped shy-

Pique is going to be giving linen a stiff battle
in certain quarters for the first place in the fabric line-

ness and self-doubt. Self-confidence leads one to new,

There will be suits to suit every taste, and they will
be designed to go with you from dawn to dawn. Proper

broader interests and new learning. The exceptions
enumerated, the “only” child and the youngest son,

have had attention at home until they are usually so
self-centered
outward.

that

dating

does

not

turn

their

minds

The professor’s survey has brought to light cases
all but unbelievable. A tall but shy basketball player

with a speech defect had nearly flunked out when a
little blonde who reached slightly above his elbow began to take an interest in him. She helped him with
his studies, and he took her to dances. By graduation his
speech defect had disappeared, and his grades had im-

proved, not to the honor level, but at least to where
there was no danger of his flunking out.
But have we ever under-estimated the power of a
woman?

up. It is, of course, way out in front in the matter of

“accent.”

accessories,

such

as lace

blouses

in

the

new

luscious

shades for evening, will provide the necessary transformation.
You'll never be a foul ball in checks, for they are
the big news in spring suits. It will be fun to check
the checks you choose against your height and poundage. Small checks provide a fine optical illusion to
make you seem so petite. The large reckless checks are
fine fashion if your specifications add up to your being

taller than five-foot-three or on the thin side. Checks
can also go steady with solid colors to provide variety.
By using good fashion judgment, it will be very
easy to knock in many “home” runs. Don’t strike out
when the stores are loaded with so many versatile styles.
Make your swing to spring a swing to smartness.

The U. D. fellas have begged off long enough be-

cause they “don’t have the money to date.” Our ratio
of fellas to girls is such that we should never have to

LM

LLL

LL

hear the statement, “Why, if a fella around here asked
February, 1950
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Bnreuilie..s .
SATURDAY

There’s a seat—there was a

MATINEE

@] may as well get off the bus
here and walk around through the
business district. The “peasants” in

the pool room are making money
I see—Hmmmm! That sounds like

an

Tavern,”

“Tomahawk

in

Swamp

Joe

Fightin’

movie.

inviting

plus the second big feature, Shootin’
Pete Ralston in “Firewater River.”

2:15 now. I
no one wait-

Gad!—Let’s see, it’s
can make it. There’s

ing to get in, and I have nothing
else to do. At least I can relax.—

Oh ho! They have chapter five of
a

I'll

Good,

too.

series

get

my

money’s worth.
“One, please.” I wonder why she
was laughing? Oh well! I’ve still
got enough change for a candy bar
to nibble on.
“Tickets, please.”
Now what the heck was he laugh-

ing at? He’s probably mad because

he can’t come in to see the show.
Oh no! tell me it isn’t so! Where
did all these kids come from?

“Oops, pardon
me, Sonny.”
What’s he doing with that six
shooter?

“T’m sorry, little girl; here’s another nickel for the spilled popcorm.”
This is like walking on sea shells.
“Say, usher, are there any seats?”
“Ha!

Look,

Bud,

I went

down

that aisle once today to find a seat,
but never again. A tribe of those
young gangsters jumped me, and
it took me twenty minutes to get
untied. I’m still minus a shoe and

down the aisle and see if there is
any stray seat. The show should
begin soon now. There’s one. Now
to relax. Ho hum!

“Hello, little man.
name?”

What’s

Oh well, standing in the back of
the theater isn’t too bad. I must
have missed the first feature during
my captivity.

“Suffer, Bud, suffer!”

—could they?
“Pardon

me,

He isn’t very congenial, I must
say.—This reminds me of the old
silent pictures. The kids are hollerin’ so loud you can’t hear yourself think.

“Hey,

Buster, would

you

but

would

you mind getting off my back. And
please get that repulsive dog to re-

lease my coat sleeve.”
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mind

shooting your arrows into someone
else’s

back

awhile?

Yes,

the

usher

is a good target, isn’t he?”
He

sure

is a

cute

little

fellow,

but how mean can you get?

“Drop dead, old man!”
“You just go back to your seat,
young man, and leave this little girl
alone.”
Well, the serial is on now. I won-

der what kind of a predicament
they'll leave him in this time? Probcomes

that

with

little

kid

a school
that

when

my

poor aching back, arms,

legs, neck and head. At least I can
crawl. I hope one of those little
juvenile delinquents doesn’t throw
a saddle on me as I’m crawling out.
—Ah, I made it. Now to carry this
worn out frame of mine home to
recuperate.

—Jm™

Les.

NOTHING

®@ Did you ever have to write an

essay,

about?

but

have

There

nothing

to

write

are a lot of things

most of us would rather do than
write; personally, I would rather get
up early for a few mornings, or take
a cold shower, or forego my dinner.

But that’s neither here nor there.
should

a simple

task

the present one cause so many

dents such agonizing

efforts?

like
stu-

Here

may be the reason. Usually when

“Here
now,
stop
that!
You
shouldn’t kick that little girl’s teeth
out.”

grappling

yourselves.
a man

I think I’d better get up and go
home while I’m still living—or am

Why

of

no, here

I told

to go back to his seat, and he has
a gang with him.

Junior,

behave

never hit

—‘“Come on, Bud, get up off the
floor. You’ve slept long enough.”

ABOUT

sharks in the bathtub. Oh
be that bad

boys,

“Say, usher, what does one do for
rope burns?”

ably

couldn’t

“Now

You should
he’s down.”

I? Oh,

Pm quittin’!”
kids

your

“Hey gang, this boob ain’t no
usher, but he’s an adult. Let’s get
him!”

a flashlight. Go find your own seat;
These

seat.

I think [ll walk very nonchalantly

one begins to write he seats himself,
if he can, by the open window (I
am speaking of springtime) there
to behold a bright sunny sky, and
he longs to be out on an inviting
lawn that is green with life, or
among rolling hills of pasture land.
He hears the sparrows’ careless
chatter, and sees them fight and
splash in their lawn bath. A warm
wind teasing him brings a mingled
whiff of all the country life he sees
and hears outside. . . .
The

hallway

door

is open—how

can I concentrate with such a tantalizing

aroma

from

the

cafeteria

“Hello boys, how are you?”

tickling at my olfactory nerves? Oh,

Wonder

some kind cooking; smells like fresh
ham—ummmmn,, it is, I’m sure it

real fast?

if I can get to the door

but

it smells

good.

It’s

meat

of

The Exponent

Licked !

f

Pras),

Do the corners of your spirits turn
down? Do even your college colors
look dull?
Could be the homesick

blues have you on the
ropes!
So, don’t just lie there!
Your telephone packs a
punch that'll lay those
blues out cold. Grab it
and call “long distance”.
At the first glad “hello” from
and Paw, your spirits will be
ing like champions. And
keep the blues licked, if you
that call a weekly

Maw
makyou'll
make
habit.

It’s a low-priced habit, too.
Take a look at the typical
low

rates, inside

front

cover of your directory.
P.S. Broke? There’s always
that magic word “collect.”

BELL

TELEPHONE

COMPANY

eee

rN

varied kinds of cooking meats!
Others all seem to have enough
to write about. Well, I guess I just

do not have that inborn talent for
writing as some of them seem to
display. Scripture says, that, “each
man has his special gift from God,

some after this manner, others after
that.” Which interpreted, does not
necessarily mean that my gift is
talent in the art of creative writing.

COU

a

OHIO

eee

thanks To

as 3 Long Distance

THE

eee

Homesick Blues

is. | wonder if other students smell
it too; bet they couldn’t distinguish
a spicy ham aroma from all the

But that is no argument.

Essays

have to be written. Otherwise the
class of useless but necessary evils
wouldn’t be complete. Pinky and
Bud probably have a

start on their

good copies already. They'll take a
cool dip under the bridge this eve-

ning while I go home and write. If
I fail to have my homework for
class tomorrow that will mean I get

a pink slip and do it after school.
I'll take just a little dip tonight—
five minutes; just long enough for

a couple dives off the bridge and
out again. Ten minutes and school
will let out. There’s that Buchard—
wish I had some of his ease in writing. He finished twenty minutes

ago, and now he’s absorbing knowledge on the Culture of Ancient
Inca Land from a book by Girado.

Sometimes I almost believe that
Buchard was born with a book in
his

hand,

and

horn-rimmed
Oh,

well,

not

without

spectacles
I

don’t

those

he

envy

wears.

him;

he

couldn’t fly a kite in the practical
order of things!
But, why? Why all this agony
over a little essay? The reasons, I
believe,

are threefold,

to state them

and

I intend

here briefly, for the

benefit of all my

fellow essayists,

and suggest some means to counteract them. If you're the type of
creative

you

writer

hear

“an

that

I am,

essay”

in

soon

the

as

next

day’s assignment your spirit begins
to wither like a geranium under
hot water, and you begin your
agony. Note well, I said, you begin
your agony. In your imagination

you

begin

people

dread

to dread
the

the

thought

showers. But it’s the man

into the ordeal with

task,

as

of cold
who

goes

the “I’m-noPage 21

attitude

who

finds,

band

in the

end, that it wasn’t bad at. all.
Secondly, essays wouldn’t be so hard
to begin, and to carry through to
discard,

could

if we

a finish,

from

the beginning, the misconception
that our choice of subject must be

an exalted one. About two months
ago I read an article in U. S. News

told of a young man, who

which

great

having

choosing

difficulty

a

subject about which to write, took

the most obvious thing under his
nose—and he wrote a three hundred
dollar article on it for some maga-

zine. His subject was “Red Mustaches.” Finally, beginners aim too

often at a style far superior to their
present writing ability. No wonder

to ex-

anxious

feel like a mute,

we

press our thoughts, but cannot find
the words. We simply have to remember that the greatest literary
styles in the world have not come
from pens with magic ink; they have
been the result of many natural
steps toward the final aim their au-

thors chose to strive for.

There’s the bell—still nothing to
write about. Why

that—“About

not write about

Nothing?”
—Roy

MAYER.

@When
she was eighty- seven
years old Grandma’s children said
that she must not live alone in the
winter, but must stay with them.
children

were

in

their

sixties,

and they spoke with such authority
that she obeyed. She stayed for one
winter in Sara’s house. She did not
like it and told them so. When
spring came she went back to her
little house by the pond so that she
could feed the birds. But when
autumn came she had to go and
live with another daughter, Emmy.
Her

real

name

was

Emma,

and

grandma despised the neighborhood

kids

when

Emmy.

they

just as well

live in

These young people did not wish
to begin housekeeping with grandma’s furniture, so they stored it in

a room

of her

little house

and

bought new furniture. In her linoleum-covered
dining room
they
moved an extension table and they
took out of her parlor her center

table and carpet and bought a rug
and

an_

overstuffed

rocker

and

davenport. Her yellow bedroom furniture was moved to the bedroom
off the kitchen and it was said that

Grandma must come and stay with

nicknamed

her

Grandma objected to going

Grandma first came back

to town

in April and went to call

delight to be there again, where she
had lived for sixty-five years. Here
her

seven

children

her husband

were

lived and

born,

and

died. Here

she had baked many loaves of bread,
seen her daughters courted and married and some of her grandchildren
born. You can easily see why Grandma

was

so attached

to her

little

As she entered the room and
saw the overstuffed rocker and the
davenport, she complained, “It is
not the same anymore.” The young
folks invited her to eat with them.
“On that table?” she queried.
But when they invited her for
her birthday, she went. Some of her

old

friends

and

neighbors

were

there. She kept moving about in the
various rooms of her “muchchanged” house. “Let’s all go outside and eat our ice cream and cake,”

she said.
When Emmy’s grandchild was
born Grandma decided to go there
and see if she could be of any assistance.
Imagine!
At her age!
Emmy tried to dissuade her and
said that she thought it best that

rival
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no signs of feeling toward

child,” they said, “and it was born

here in your own home.” She stared
at them and then smiled at the
thought of the fourth generation.
Re

Lou DEERWESTER.

TE

ee

obligated

Dear Ann, thy beauty blessed to me,
Surpasses Psyche’s grace.
That pagan angel next to you,
Is muslin next to lace.
—Harold

That “Who

was

born.

She

began

doing

Is She”

E.

Wehner.

Look

When the registrar unlocked the doors
And let me in U.D.
A whole new world unfolded
For the next four years to be.
So I asked an aged junior
To teach me all the tricks,
Just what to wear and what to say,
What makes a coed tick.
She said, “Now, really to impress
The fellas we have here,
Do just what I tell you and
They’ll remember you, my dear.”
Monday morning finally broke
And carefully I dressed.
I rolled my knee socks way, way up,
Put on my checkered vest.
Then came
And

the platform heels

mascara

I never
Noticed

—

just

a touch.

knew the fellas
trifles quite so much!

I think that junior was fooling
’Cause the fellas ran away.
So now I’m back to saddles
And

here

I’ll

gladly

stay.

—Alice

OER

M.

Re

CAMPUS

to take her since it

things in her old, sweet way and
when the doctor told her that she

ere

To Ann

Grandma insisted and said that they

be

Emmy’s

showed

him. “It is your first great grand-

Grandma remain at her home. But
was at her home that the new ar-

Moreover,

brought the baby into the kitchen
and laid him in her lap, Grandma

had washed many clothes, and had

convinced of how warm she would
winter.

It grew late and Emmy wanted
to take her home but she refused to
go. She went to the kitchen all alone
where her things had not been
changed quite as much. When they

at her old home, she trembled with

were

this

ma felt as if she were useless.

—Mary

When

to Emmy’s house, but soon she was

daughter had just been married and
it was decided that she and her hus-

was not needed, she. stepped outside without saying anything. Grand-

them whenever she liked.

home by the pond.

GRANDMA

Her

might

grandma’s house that winter.

Duffy.

LE
CELEBRITIES

Answers
mem wN Re

sissy”

. Jackie Irene Pohl.
. Joyce Ann Rhoads.
. Clete Edward Oberst.

. Marilyn

Ann

Hauer.

The Exponent

CAMPUS

by

Tula

Vardalides.

Don’t let this confuse you. It’s merely a simple guessing game. The blanks
are arranged in order to spell out the
names

of several campus

personalities.

Fill them in and find who these people are. You should know all of them.
If you don’t, better get busy and get
acquainted.
P.S.:

To make it a little harder you
have to guess the middle name,
too.

To make sure you get the right answers the names are on page 22.
i.
___unior, sociology major.
__equires
blank
look when
asked
about her favorite studies.
__laims red is her most. becoming
color.
__eeps in trim with chicken and ice
cream.
__deal man must be tall.
__-njoys hanging around school.

__lub-footed
roommate
is his pet
peeve.
__oves fried chicken, southern style.
___nthusiastic about English Literature.

__.00 many
__leven

one-half

interesting,

__rains

six feet, one

in

A

and

the

Man.

__an’t
the

stand someone
answers.

who

knows

all

handles.

(A

joke

in

Jenny

__earns

for

__amed

“Boots”

a dramatic

career.

by her pals.

__ll of five feet three

inches

__er fathers owns a local music store.
__ttended Julienne High.
___sed to play the trumpet.
__normously fond of her two younger
brothers.
__omped through her role as “Jenny”.

The stork, ’tis said, has two legs—no more,
Yet here it seems to wind two into four.
c

Take these ingredients: ‘“‘to heat and spice,”
When added to “taverns” I show in a trice.
ANSWERS WILL APPEAR IN THE
NEXT ISSUE OF YOUR MAGAZINE

a

1,
2,
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.

FOR

CHESTERFIELD

|

HUMOR

MAGAZINE

CONTEST

Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication office.
First ten correct answers from different students
win a carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each.
Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry.
Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date. New contest next issue.
Answers and names of winners will appear in the next issue.
All answers become the property of Chesterfield.
Decision of judges will be final.

LAST MONTH’S ANSWERS & WINNERS
FRANK CAPRA. Honest or without guile is “frank.” A
beautiful isle, Capri, with a change of a vowel, gives Capra.

A

___nswers

B

CROSBY. Crops of the birds are “craws;” and insect that hums
is “‘bee.” Run them together and you have CRAWSBEE

C

SEA, SEE, C. The “Sea” of Green Sea, the “See” in the phrase

to either

“Dutch”,

partment stores.
___early always hangs

“Dusty”,

(CROSBY).

in the local deout in the

U.D.

tall; has

brown hair and eyes.
__aturally friendly and well liked.
__ormally can be found in the big
Cafe at noon.

___ntered U.D. two and one-half years
ago.
or “Schnook”.
___eat dresser. Models

Kissed

Me.)

An arrow and then a constellation
Plus hearty will give you my appellation.

RULES

Arms

blue.

QUESTIONS

__kays a glass of beer once in a
while.
__.ails from Julienne High.
__ikes to travel. Went to California
last year.

starred

color

————

friends call

__hio State has the key to her heart.
__earns for a Mercury convertible.

the

daily at the Coliseum.

her.

___ust

inch tall.

about

__bsolutely nuts about dramatics.
___aves about college life.
___nsists that her steaks be well done.
__aughs about guppy boxes without

size,

__wensboro, Ky., is his home town.
___asketball, his favorite sport.
__specially fond of sleeping.
__elaxes at the Heid.

seven.

2.

shoe

huh?

___ever reads magazines when she can
do something else.
___ajoys tennis and basketball.
___unch is what her BEST

is his

___arnest, always tries to do his best.
__isplays skill as a guard in basketball.
__hat are his favorite colors? Red and
blue, natch.
__dmits that he’s all of twenty years
old.
__oom J207 is his stronghold.
__ependable and quiet say his friends.

___stands

__ad

studies keep him busy.

and

__yritated by people who crack their
zum.
__ated high for her sense of humor.
__.1ergetic and vivacious. She’s twenty years old and stands a neat five
feet,

4,

3.

CELEBRITIES

“See

Bing in his latest Picture,” and the C. of ‘‘S. C.”

Players’ room.
___ode in the Coke float in the Centennial Parade.

__er
__-wns

favorite

drink

some

luscious

is (ahem)
blue

milk.

sweaters

set off her blonde hair.
__dores reading Shakespeare’s
Mark Twain’s works.

to

and

___ramatics is her favorite pastime.
—_pent
last
summer
at
Colorado

Springs.

February, 1950

CONTEST WINNERS
Contest winners last month

were Don

Grimme,

Bill

Guth, Louis Rebfer, Frank Amori, Henry Nye, Bernard
Comer, and John Block.
_.
Put your answer in an envelope, mark it Exponent,
“Chesterfield Contest,” and drop it in the campus post office.
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WINPUS HUT- URS
Here’s
yokel:

a bit of “poetry”

by a local

to make

While walking down the aisle
Brides often smile;
But like tombs
Are

was
funeral,

about

as

funny

plans.

The

big

Porter and Jean Kaeppel, both
juniors, recently announced their engagement. Congratulations!
as

a

hmmm?

® Now for the results
ing and note-taking: It
Pat Donisi has a mania
or it is “Jim”? Maybe

wedding

event will take place in June.—Guy

grooms.

That
double

ruary addition to the campus.—Joe
Buhl and his Margaret have begun

of our notseems that
for “Gym,”
Lefty could

One sad day, Ann Utz and Marlene Fischer were desperately seek-

ing a remedy for coffee nerves. That

the class

home course could be dangerous,
gals, especially after sampling five
cups of coffee, home ec brewed.—
Roger Witte has been intent on

ring Pat Aiello is sporting? Inside are
the initials R. A. L.—Looks as if
Frank Tuite has Georgia (O’Con-

Nice way to begin a lasting friendship.
— Attention, Bob Connair!

verify.—Have

you

noted

nell, not state) on his mind.—We’ve

heard via the grapevine that someone named Ned has been occupying
a big, big part of Jo Ann Bell’s free
evenings—We always knew that
Jodelle Miller had a weakness for
pianos, but we didn’t know about
the piano player, Terry Lorenz.—
Molly Bucher seems to be the all
important name in Bob McMahon’s
date book of late—Ruth Bensman
came to U. D. for “education only,”
or so “sez” she. Just where does Joe
Carter fit into the picture?
Hear that Sandy Stevens had a
VERY happy birthday, almost as
many men “frens” as years.—Tom
Sheetz seems to have a monopoly on
Eileen Merrinane.—Too bad _ that
Piqua job keeps Johnny Besanceney
so busy. That once familiar face is
rather scarce these days on the
campus, and many are the lamentations among the coeds.—Charlie
Searle,

frosh

table-tennis

another interest now,

star,

namely

has

teaching

Carolyn

You’ve had

Nahn_

to wait five issues, but

here it is, your name

Fred

bowling.

Kronauge

IN PRINT!

will back

up

the

statement that “gentlemen prefer
blondes.” Shirley Schroll is the fairhaired gal in question.—At a recent
CSMC party the square dancing
tired Danny Romer so much that
he just sat down, but not on a

chair.

Was

the

floor

slippery,

Danny?—As time goes by, Gene
Hoying and Rosemary
Schmidt
seem to be growing fonder and
fonder of one another.—School days

(sometimes spelled daze) often pro-

vide the setting for budding romances. School bells will precede
wedding bells for Betty Adams and
Don Bowman, who recently picked
out a diamond ring for her third
finger left hand.—Rumor has it that
Bill Crotty has been dating an offcampus Marty, and when so many
of our own coeds have been sighing
over him.—Frosh Jim Murray gets
our vote for typical “Joe College.”

Dot-

Birds go South for the winter; so

tie, a senior from Julienne. Looks
good!—Gals, open your big eyes

do

wide and

boys from the hilltop must be in the

Silverri,

take a good

look

at Lou

a newcomer from Philadel-

phia way. Smart fellas might do the

same

for

Page 24

Jill Beery,

another

Feb-

the

Prosperous.

latter class
count

of all

kissed

faces.

Many

or haven’t
the

of

you

conspicuous

Corky

Dicken,

our

taken
sun-

Jim

Smith, and Marty LeBeouf seem to
be making a ’tween semester trip to
Florida an annual affair—Charlie
Schrimpf comes back with a tale
of a fish he caught. Wise boy that
he is, he took a picture and proved

that it REALLY WAS

that big.—

Have you heard about deep-sea fishers Frank Siggins and Johnny Delp?
How did the Atlantic agree with
you, Johnny, or should we put it
this way, “What happened to your
sea legs?”—Wonder how the guys
liked the coeds

from

U. of Miami,

who do their studying on the beach.
From

the tans on Bill Lange, Stan

Kurdziel,

Joe

Banister,

and

Hook

Maier, it seems safe to say that they
spent plenty of time on the sands,
basking in the sun. Beautiful

scenery, fellas?—Jim Raiff must have
a yen for blue denims; he even wore
his overalls into a club. Jim Currin
will vouch for that——Barney Otten
delights in teasing his gal Pat. He
still insists that Sheila was a unicycle rider in a floor show, or was
her name Mabel? (We'll let Pat figure that out.)—We’re green with
envy but wish we were as brown as
Rog Reisch, Ed Peguillan, or Jimmy
Mott.—Some had their troubles geting back. Ed Clemons and Dick
Bertrand can’t be counted on to
praise Southern hospitality. Both
agree that it wasn’t exactly comfortable spending the night in a bus
station in Georgia.
Just one party highlighted this
past month. The Mechanical Engineering Society provided an evening
of fun for everybody. Tom Lechner
and Pat, Jack Zimmerman and Mary

were just two of the many M.ES.
members and dates who crowded the
Democratic

Club

for

dancing

and

singing. Lloyd Yarnell and wife Phyl
also added their gay support.
Be seein’ ya.
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